The PREFACE. 

T HE Reader perhaps may be f 0l ,„’ 
ionable as to expert an Acrmm*. c 
the Birth .Parentage, Ld Co^ul 
Heio. If lie does, I can affure himhewillbe 
difappo In ted. Thefe are Circumfe,^ 
vvl„ ch he has no Right to be informed of 
toi a good Man may be born any how’ 
and any where j of any Parents, and in 
any Country. 

Whether you, gentle Reader, were born 
at my native Place IValtham, where the 
F togs fing like Nightingales, or at any other 
Piace, you may be as wife and as honeft as 

I am. 

If a Man is a good Man, and an honed 
Man, it is no Matter where he was born j 
and if thole who have lately made fo much 
Node abput Country and Party had been 
Scholars to Goffer Gingerbread , he would 
have knocked their heads together for be- 
ing fuch Boobies. 

Why fhould the People quarrel any more 
becaufe they are di vided by the T weed, than 
becasifc they are divided by the 'Thames ? 

The Bookseller. 
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c H A P. I- . 

f little Giles Gmger- 

A, Adjure cf^ 

N E Day as Gaffer 

(j coming ftomV/o k, jng up 

SXs^f&«’ sCoachi 



upon which he called Father, 

come hither to me l I fee, lay. tne 
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